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the Kve a8 fricked old | WOMANL, Charmisn b choaks.
39 the Eve &y \ricks the like o | Then ther will be ne waiting for sup- And. having driven in the four brace-
OF say—yourself.' por, and | am ravonous. Petor! jets, or siaples, and closed the door, 1
Vith » . And as she led the way along the path | jook up the bars and showed her how
she began to sing agalin. they were to le crosswise scross the
Being come 1o the cottage, T set down daor, vesting In the brackets,
my bare und brackets with & : "We shall be safe now, Peter” snld
“These,” sald 1. In anawer to she: “those bars would resist—an ele-
“are the bare | promised to make for phant.”
the door. s Ink they would” T nodded: “hut
“po you alwayn Wesp your promisen. 'lh.'ttul.l yet something more." Golng to
my shelf of books 1 took thente the
sliver-mounted pistol she had brought
with her. and balanced it ln my hand
romorrow 1 will take this to Cran-
brook, and buy bullets te B IL" i
“Why, there are bullgts there—in one of
the old shoos, Peter'

palsed, and, for non




